\.

iy 7
# 4

— PEOPLE LAUGH AT IT BUT You
LAUGH AT IT BECOSS You DINK
ARE LAUSHING AT SOMEDINGS ELSE,
ETIMES You LOSE IT, YET Yob viLL

pAF IT VEN You DIE. EF You HAT
O OF DEM You WOULT BE
HAPPY, YET IT WOULT

IBLE YOuR INCOME.

PAT MEANT WELL

An Irishman made his way to a
| pounty jail and asked to be allowed
to see the governor. On being ush-

bbe begged for the favor of &n inter-
view with a prisoner who was to
‘Buffer the extreme penalty of the law
in the .course of the morning.

“No, my man,” sald the governor,
on being appealed to, “you cannot
see the prisoner. He is to be exe-
cuted in half an hour's time and it
is not allowed for visitors 1o see a

ner on the day of execution. But
what might be your business with
L
' *“Bhure, sorr,” answered Pat, “it's

Qhaﬂd into that functionary's presence

s birthday and I was after wishing
him many happy returns av the day."

—_——
~ “His frisnds all advised Jack to go
on the stage" sald an unsuccessful

gedian’s father. “Yes; quite so.
da egged bim on, and the au-
egged him oft!”
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. SURPRISED THE MANAGER

“An increase of salary!" exclaim-
ed the pompous manager of a small
omnibus company to & clerk who had
just made that request. "1 am afraid,
sir, that you are too extravagant!”

He toyed with his hes watch-
chain and looked seversly at the
young man, who returned his stare
boldly. It wa# the et phrase on such
occaslons and the applicant had
heard it all before. He meant to have
his rise or—go somewhere else,

“Excuse me, sir," he replied re-
spectfully, “I haven't any chance to
be extravagant on what I eam.”

“Young man,” continued the
pompous gentleman, “I have risen
from the ranks. How? By being
careful. When I was young 1 made
money by saving fares.”

“Ah, that was In the old days"
said the yonng man, with a knowing
wink. “But with the present sys-
tem of Inspection, you would find
you couldn’t save a nickle without
being collared, however careful you
were."

The mannger neariy fainted, and
the yming man had to look for other
employment.
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THE REWARDS OF ART

No wonder he felt proud. After
all, he was quite & young artist; and
there it was—there could be no
doubt about lt—hls picture, his grezt
plcture, was hanging In the Acad-
emy, What's more, two peoplé stoc:]
motionless in front of It, gasing &
the canvas in rapt attention, whil
the artist stood afar, gasing at them,

Then, "1 say, Charlle,” he asked
his friend, “do saumter carelessly by
and find out what they are saying
about my picture, Perhaps they
want to buy it"”

Forthwith Charlie sot out to do a
careless aaunter. Presently—to the
expectant artist the wailt seemed an
elernity—he returned to his friend.

“No business dolng,” he sighed.-

“She’s only blowing him up for lesv-
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